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spirited horses, a happy smile on his lips, a friendly salute
for everybody.

One afternoon a week he would harness two of his fastest
horses and drive at top speed the sixteen miles to Santa Rosa,
the country seat and centre for the hops, grapes, and wine
industry; a hard-drinking town, but so reactionary in its
politics that the residents did not think Jack merely mistaken
to believe in socialism, they thought him insane. He would
dash down the main street, his harness bells jingling, draw
up in front of Ira Pyle's real estate office, shout, " Hey, Puh-
hyle! Let's go!" and the two men would ride over to the
Hotel Overton bar, where Jack took up his leaning station
in the last niche of the bar with his back to the rest of the
room, and ordered a quart of Scotch. He drank his whisky
out of a twelve-ounce water tumbler; he always poured
Pyle's first two drinks, after that Pyle could drink as much
or as little as he wished.

Introduced as Jack's drinking partner, Pyle exclaimed, "I
could never claim that title I No one could. Jack stood in a
class by himself. He was really two-fisted; he took four or
five drinks to my one. Funny thing, though; eighty-five
per cent of his conversation at the bar was about socialism.
He came into Santa Rosa because he could get the best
arguments there. People didn't like him because he would
say things in the presence of judges, chamber of commerce
executives and business men about how corrupt the capitalist
system, was. In all the years he came into Santa Rosa, I never
heard any one agree with him. When I asked him a stickler
about the new socialist state, he would think for a moment,
shake his head, say, * Wait until I get another drink under
my belt, and then my mind will flow more freely.' The next
drink always did it, and he would be off on a discourse about
how little commodities would cost the consumer when they
were produced for use and not for profit."

When he wasn't with Pyle he would walk into the
Overton bar, take a quick look around, go to his nook, have
a drini or two, then motion for somebody to come over and
talk. He would start off with, "Now, that point you made